T.2th November9  1927.   (From the diary of Mary
Charles.)
Yesterday evening, after a good deal of discussion
and persuasion, E. went off and borrowed a gun
from Mr. R------* in order to shoot a monkey.
They have been very tiresome lately and we are
beginning to fear for our vegetable garden.
There is generally some gardener about, so up
till now it has escaped, but after all our trouble with
it we cannot afford to take any more risks.
After all, it's not a fortnight since all our precious
sweet-pea seedlings up the drive to College were
snatched up in the twinkling of an eye.
This morning, just as E. was leaving for College,
I spied the herd, slowly walking round from the
front of the bungalow to the back. I told E. and
he loaded and went to the back verandah. In a few
seconds I heard the sound of a shot and E. saying:
"Missed him, by Jove!" When I went round to the
back I saw him looking up a large tree, which
seemed to be full of monkeys. "Afraid I missed
him," he said. "He was only about forty-five yards
*R------, I.GS., was the Collector of C-----